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the crowd.    Good-by, dear friend.    I send
you my best and most tender wishes.

CCLXXXVI.

CANNES, February 20, 1866.

DEAR friend, you charge me with laziness
and you are the very model of it! You live
in Paris and talk of things with honest folk,
and might keep me informed of what hap-
pens in the great city; and you never relate
anything. Is it true that the crinoline is
proscribed and that between the gown and
the skin nothing but the shirt is worn ? If
that is so, shall I recognize you when I arrive
in Paris ? I remember an old man who said
to me, when I was young, that when he went
into a drawing-room where were women
without panniers and without powder, he
imagined seeing chambermaids assembled
in the absence of their mistresses. I am not
sure that one can be a woman without a
crinoline.

You say nothing to me of Ponsard's play.
He has preserved the tradition of the Cor-
nelian verse, somewhat emphatic, but large,pers, that the cholera had come. So
